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MUTATION 3 


Bohager’s was only half-full, but on a Wednesday night, no one 
ever really went out drinking at sports bars. Mostly because, at this point 
in the semester, everyone was utterly out of money of any sort and didn’t 
care. The World Series was over and Football wasn’t until Sunday. Unless 
you were a big basketball or hockey fan, there was nothing to entertain 
you. Thankfully, he was a hockey fan. More importantly, he had an off- 
campus job, which meant he made an extra $50 or so a week. Which was 
$50 more than the average student. Adam mused on this fact happily, 
popping an entire chicken finger into his mouth. The food was always 
better when the cooks weren’t being pushed to the edge of sanity. 

December had finally rolled around and there wasn’t more than 
half a month left before the Winter Break. Students were preparing to 
have the second of their bi-annual nervous breakdowns and Adam was no 
different. He’d been struggling with French all semester and the ten page 
diatribe he had to write for 19" Century American Literature wasn’t proving 
all that enticing either. 

He was at Bohager’s to get the hell out of his room and to catch 
the hockey game. And there was getting away from Natalie. Their 
relationship had proven a significant roadblock to his academic goals. He 
absolutely loved seeing her, just being around her, talking to her, running 
his hands through her hair... there was a distinct sense of bliss he got from 
being with her. All of this notwithstanding her utterly insatiable libido and 
the utterly fantastic sex they had. Truthfully, he’d have been willing to 
give up college in order to be with her and she’d intimated that the feeling 
was reciprocated. Both of them had a laugh over the fact that, as noble as 
choosing love over anything else in the world may have been, their parents 
would be less than pleased with them if they dropped out. So they’d made 
a mutual agreement. See each other no more than three times a week, with 
only three phone calls allowed for the days they weren’t seeing one another. 
Given that they’d spent most of November in one another’s company, and 
both had seen their grades dip as a result, this had worked out for the best 
so far, despite the longing sensation that sat in the pit of his stomach. 

However, if the point of the trip was to get his mind off women, 
going out with Damien was a incredibly bad idea. The topic never strayed 
very far away from women, despite Adam’s attempts. Damien was all too 
concerned with his next possible conquest, or rehashing his last tryst with 
Molly. They had, apparently, entered into a “relationship” of sorts, that 
basically involved being available for “Booty Calls” whenever so 
summoned. 

Picking up another piece of chicken and dipping it in the barbeque 
sauce that had come with the meal, he turned his attention away from the 
game and back towards Damien, who was eyeing their waitress. 








“So... can you do anything new?” Damien’s eyes made another 
sweep of those in the bar this evening. There were probably even odds that 
he’d hit on every single attractive woman there. 

“No.” Adam said flatly. It wasn’t a lie just to change subjects, it 
was the truth. The current extent of his abilities had remained unchanged. 
If he touched a woman, he could conduct some kind of force, a sort of raw 
energy into them that would cause them to have an orgasm of the intensity 
he desired or he could change their breasts. He could change everything 
about them. Their size, shape, firmness, nipple size, every little detail he 
could so imagine. Although - much to his consternation - he could only 
make them bigger, never any smaller. 

In truth, Adam had entertained scores of dreams about being in 
such a situation. His dreams had usually involved a genie or being abducted 
by aliens and then having these incredible powers bestowed upon him. 
After he was imbued with these eldritch abilities he would immediately 
use them to turn some random group of willing women into the perfect 
harem of his wildest fantasies — busty, sex crazed and the like. Having the 
first part become a reality was providing a bit more confusion in his life 
than he had originally expected. But for now he felt that to some extent he 
had it under control and that the powers wouldn’t manifest themselves at 
some inopportune time - like the next time he saw his mother. Constant 
practice had allowed him to finally feel like he could touch women again 
without their breasts suddenly growing to the size of dirigibles. 

“Well, y’ know... if you do find out anything new...” Damien’s 
interest in Adam’s “condition” had skyrocketed ever since that day in the 
restaurant with Katie. He’d been trying to badger him into causing some 
poor woman to suddenly develop watermelon sized breasts. As much as 
Adam’s own libido would’ ve loved to do the same, he’d continually refused. 

“For the millionth time man, this isn’t just some toy.” Adam 
groaned, returning his attention to the game. 

“No, it’s not. But come on man! You're saying you’ ve got that 
under control now and you don’t want to invest in a little mischief?” 

“That’s exactly what I’m saying.” 

“Bullshit.” 

Adam rolled his eyes. “No, really. Pll live without. I don’t need 
to abuse this and end up being some sort of circus freak.” 

“Then what’ ve you been doing to Natalie?” 

“I... well... er...” He sputtered. “...we agree on what we do in 
private, that’s all.” 

“Then what? You actually think there aren’t a slew of other women 
on the planet who wouldn’t like new fantastic tits? You have heard of 
“breast augmentations’, right?” 

Adam didn't speak. To be honest, it had been just as hard to keep 
his libido in check as it had been to marshal his powers in the first place. 
Admittedly, Natalie was his girl, but that hadn’t stopped him from 


daydreaming about having a little innocent fun. He’d wondered for the 
longest time what it’d be like to give a girl a nice, powerful orgasm right 
in the middle of his Modern Japan class. Moreover, Damien did have a 
point. He was like a walking plastic surgeon but his process was non- 
invasive and guaranteed perfect results. 

Sensing the pregnant silence that hung between them, Damien 
pounced. “I’m not saying you do it to every woman on earth, but what’s 
wrong with a little innocent fun? Some bigger boobs here, an orgasm 
there, no one will know the difference. And if we happen to find it 
attractive, that’s a bonus, right?” 

Adam took a swig of his beer, looking down at his hands. When 
he spoke, his voice was quiet, but firm. “Ok... let’s suppose Ido. How 
would I do it without getting noticed? It’s pretty hard not to notice an 
orgasm, and the boob thing doesn’t just happen instantaneously.” 

“Think of some excuse. Reading their palm always works, so do 
massages.” 

“I'm not cheating on Natalie.” 

“T m not saying you have to! I’m just saying that it doesn’t take 
that much to get to touch a woman.” 

“Well, they’re going to notice something! I mean, every girl ve 
done it to has said that it produces a very distinct sensation whenever I 
‘increase’ them.” Adam said, making quotation marks in the air. 

“T Il bet you money they”1l be none the wiser.” Damien shook his 
head. Suddenly, he whipped his head around, searching the bar before 
finding his target, pointing. “There. Our waitress, do her when she comes 
back.” 

Their waitress was a reasonably cute young woman, perhaps 
twenty four. She’d introduced herself as Lauren, and, despite the obvious 
fatigue that rested on her shoulders, she still spoke and smiled with a kind 
of sing-song happiness. Maybe a tad over five feet tall, all of the baby fat 
she’d retained was in the most attractive placed. Her hips and waist had a 
sublime, inviting curve to them that hinted at a very, very plump, toned 
behind underneath those black pants, but not much more than a B-cup 
marked her upper torso. Under normal circumstances, Adam would’ ve 
called her an attractive woman, but these circumstances required a different 
critical evaluation. 

“How? I mean, what am I going to do? Grab her and hold her?” 

“T m not saying you have to make her as big as Pamela Anderson. 
Just something noticeable.” 

“Pm not sure...” 

“Promise.” 

“Fine.” 








Damien flashed a shark’s grin before raising his hand, signaling 
for Lauren to return to their table. After a moment, she sashayed back to 
their table. 

“Anything else I can do for you boys?” She smiled sweetly as she 
spoke, leaning on the table with one hand. 

“We just need the check.” Damien smiled. “And then you can sit 
with us for a little while and take a load off those tired feet.” 

Adam had seen this routine before. Given that Damien wasn’t by 
any stretch of the imagination “unattractive”, he generally got his way 
when he began running his game with women. If nothing else, when talking 
to the opposite sex, Damien had a way with words and a empathy that cut 
through most women’s defenses easily. 

“I... Pm still on staff for another two hours...” Lauren began, 
blushing. 

Damien produced a $20 bill from his pocket, placing it on the 
table. It also helped that Damien’s family was well-off. “Summer home in 
the Hamptons” well off. 

Lauren began to say something before blushing bright pink, and 
turning away to get their check. 

“TIl assume you're paying this evening then.” Adam said in a 
monotone, looking at the $20 bill that was laying on the table. 

“What?” Damien shrugged. “She’ll come back, sit down and 
we'll chat for a bit. I'll come up with some bullshit about you reading 
palms, and then you do your thing.” 

“Which thing?” 

“Whichever one you think you can get away with.” Damien said 
quietly, putting on a big smile as Lauren returned. “There’s our girl!” 

Smiling as she pushed strawberry-blonde hair out of her face, 
Lauren sat down next to Damien, placing the leather booklet on the table. 
“It was $35.23.” 

“T’ve got it covered.” Damien said, subtly inching closer to her, 
his arm draped across the back of the booth. “By the by, P’ m Damien, and 
my friend sitting across from you is Adam.” 

They exchanged pleasantries for a few minutes. Lauren was a 
year out of school, living back at home until she could scrape together a 
good enough living to move out. A Morriston native, she expressed a bit 
of disappointment over being stuck here still. Adam marveled silently at 
how Damien let her spin her tale before beginning to push the conversation 
towards their ultimate goal. He only had to speak occasionally, a “yeah” 
here and a laugh there. They had the majority of the conversation. He was 
there, odd as it was to say it, to make her breasts bigger. 

“So you’re saying she’s not pretty?” Adam tuned back in to hear 
Damien ask her the question. 

“She’s just not my type. If I went for women, I wouldn’t like her.” 


“Can you believe this?” Damien said, looking across the table at 
Adam. He noticed that his hand was now on her shoulder. “She doesn’t 
think Jennifer Love Hewitt is pretty.” 

“She’s just so... fake.” Lauren laughed, trying to defend herself. 
“And she can’t act.” 

“She’s fake?” Damien continued. “Oh-ho. You mean ‘part’ of 
her is fake.” 

“T never said that!” 

“Well whadda ya mean by ‘fake’? She not spiritual enough for 
you?” Damien accented the ‘spiritual’ with a large amount of mystical 
hand-waving. 

Lauren couldn’t stop laughing. Damien was way too good at this. 
“No... that’s not what I mean...” 

“Here, let’s see how ‘spiritual’ and ‘holistic’ you are.” Damien 
said, happily misusing and abusing terms. “Adam can read palms. You 
wanna know your fortune?” 

Adam had never quite felt so perfectly isolated before, but now 
that he was being put on the spot, he felt like Damien might as well have 
suddenly blurted out that he had erectile dysfunction. He could barely 
hold her gaze as she looked at him, the flood of doubts pouring into his 
mind. What if I can't control it? What if I go too big? What if she figures 
out it's me? What if someone else notices? 

He glanced at Damien, who was looking at him imploringly, before 
nodding slightly. “I can read a little. I’m not great but I can do it.” 

He’d never been a great liar, but this one was a doozy. His throat 
went dry, and he quickly took another sip of his beer. 

“T don’t know...” Lauren began. 

“Oh come on, it’ll be funny.” Damien quickly said, gently taking 
her left arm, pulling back the sleeve to her elbow and placing it on the 
table. 


59 


Adam gulped hard. Here he was, in public, about to use his powers 
on some woman he’d never met before. For fun. Thankfully, the trepidation 
was just about equaled by the sheer adrenaline rush of it all. If he could do 
it, and he could really control it... 

With some concentration, he could keep his hands from shaking. 
Reaching out to the table, he took the tips of her fingers in one hand, the 
other securing itself firmly around her forearm. She had a mildly 
embarrassed look on her face, but was still smiling nevertheless. He echoed 
her expression, smiling reassuringly before beginning to rack his mind for 
bullshit. 

“Alright...” He began, pointing to the most pronounced line on 
her hand he could find. “...This is your life line. Everyone’s is pretty 
long, but yours is longer than average, so that’s good...” 





He paused for a moment. He knew next to nothing about palm reading, and 
coming up with a set of believable lies took enough thinking that he couldn’t quite 
fully concentrate on putting his powers to work. 

Furrowing his brow, he remembered a day back at work. The District Manager 
had come in to evaluate their abilities in serving customers and drink making, and he’d 
had the misfortune of being at the espresso machine at the time. The DM had walked 
over, clipboard in hand, judgmental look in place, and asked him to make a large 
mocha. In his haste to get the drink made, he’d fumbled, and begun steaming skimmed 
milk instead of whole. It had happened out of view of the DM, but as he began to try 
to correct his error, the DM began to ask him questions about drinks, how to describe 
them and proper serving procedure. Faced with such a dilemma, he’d waited until the 
DM asked him an open-ended question about how to describe the “black and white 
latte”. He’d begun blathering away in the most convincing manner he could, all the 
while surreptitiously beginning to steam some whole milk. By the time his rambling 
answer came to an end, the drink was made and the DM was impressed with his product 
knowledge. 

The memory gave him a bit of hope, and he began talking, at length, about 
things that probably had nothing to do with palm-reading. He found her love line, her 
success line, her morality line, and tied them all together with other creases and lines 
in her hand, giving them names as he needed. All the while, that part of his mind that 
was not occupied concentrated on her breasts. Doing this without actually staring at 
her chest, as was his usual custom, proved a little difficult, forcing him to concentrate 
on an object in his peripheral vision. 

He’d began talking about how her relationship with her family could be seen 
in the length of her fingers when it returned, springing to life inside of his arm, as if a 
snake had taken up residence where the bone once was. Coursing from his shoulder, 
he felt it slowly roll its way down his arm to his wrist, where it slowly began to push 
into his palm. He stopped the tide just before it reached his fingers however, taking a 
deep breath and pretending to search for something within her palm. As he did, he let 
the energy flow into her, slowly but steadily. 

The reaction was like clockwork. On the very edges of his view he could see 
her breasts slowly beginning to swell, like a balloon, slowly being inflated. Thankfully, 
the men’s dress shirt she wore comfortably hugged to her figure, making judging the 
change in size much, much simpler. He watched as her breasts continued their 
expansion, pushing her bra firmly against her shirt, the material beginning to become 
stretched from trying to fit the extra flesh it now had to encompass. He relented when 
he could obviously see her breasts bulging out around her brassiere, opting instead to 
adjust their aesthetic qualities, giving them an almost unnatural firmness, a smooth, 
low curve, and large puffy nipples that almost made him laugh when he saw them 
pressing against her shirt. Thankfully, she was oblivious the whole time to the changes, 
and, as far as he hoped, would remain so until they left. The shirt she was wearing had 
gone from “close-fitting” to “pretty snug” in less than a minute. If he had to wager a 
guess, he’d put her at a sizeable and happy C-cup. 











The joy of success washed over him, and, as he wrapped up, the 
mischievous nature of his libido got the better of him, giving her one last 
jolt of energy as he released her hand. She yelped suddenly, pulling her 
hand away. 

“Oh... sorry. Static shock I guess.” Adam said, smiling sheepishly. 
The effect of that last jolt was a great deal more than he’d intended. Her 
breasts had suddenly inflated like someone breathing heavily into a balloon, 
stretching her shirt tight and her poor bra to the very edges of the fabric’s 
ability. Now, she looked like she’d stuffed herself inside of the outfit, as if 
a deep enough breath might destroy the brassiere and pop a button or two. 
Adam’s gaze immediately shifted to the ceiling, hoping she wouldn't notice. 

“Well, that was fun.” Damien quickly interjected. “But we’ ve got 
to go, so why don’t you let us pay and maybe P1 call you sometime?” 

Lauren smiled and nodded, taking the checkbook after Damien 
had stuffed $40 inside and walking back towards the register, doing a great 
deal more bouncing and attracting a hell of a lot more attention. 

“Dude!” Damien said it as quietly as he could, punching Adam in 
the shoulder. “I fucking told you that shit would work! I fucking told you. 
And look at her now! She’s a fucking knockout. And you think she’ll be 
angry about it? Bullshit! She’s fucking smoking now, she’ll have dudes 
lined up from here to UCLA.” 

“T didn’t mean to make her that big...” Adam’s mouth hung slightly 
agape as the reality of what had just happened finally registered. And he 
had to admit, she looked spectacular with her new bosom. 

“Who fucking cares! Jesus. I mean holy shit Tinson. You’re the 
patron saint of tits now.” 

“T don’t...” 

“No, that’s it. Pm calling you Saint Tit-thew from now on.” 

Adam watched as Lauren handed the checkbook to the cashier, 
conversing with the girl behind the register briefly before something was 
said that got her to finally look down at her new endowments. Her face 
turned shocked as she looked at herself, and she immediately scuttled off 
to the kitchen. Adam felt the pit of his stomach drop for a moment, but she 
returned after a moment, pushing the last of what had to have been her bra 
into her pocket. Returning to the register, she blushed and shrugged at the 
girl behind the counter before crossing her arms defensively over her chest, 
walking back over to their table. 

“There you go.” She said, handing Damien his change. “It was 
great meeting you two.” 

“Nice to meet you as well.” Adam pushed himself out of his seat. 

“Yes it was.” Damien echoed, putting on his coat. 

“You should keep the receipt.” She smiled, looking at Damien. 
Adam had to stifle a chuckle looking at her, her arms still folded so carefully 
over her chest, trying to hide the sudden growth from the world. But she 


didn’t seem that freaked out by it. Inconvenienced, sure, but not scared. 
Perhaps Damien had a point... 

They exited out onto the street, and began the walk back towards 
the campus. Once they were out of earshot of Bohager’s they broke into 
laughter. 

“Did I tell you or did I tell you?” Damien said, slapping his back. 

“I... I have to admit, she didn’t look angry.” Adam rubbed the 
back of his neck, letting out a deep breath. 

“Angry? Dude, [ll bet when I see her again, she’ ll be wearing 
something to show those off. I guarantee it.” 

“You're going to see her again?” 

“Of course! I have to take your handiwork for a test-drive, don’t I?” 
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Going to class had been a quite pedestrian affair for Natalie. She’d 
had a few suitors on campus, but nothing really serious. When she had 
wanted to, she could command some attention from the boys, but she had 
been content with where she was before Adam came around. 

However, going back to class as the new, improved and 
significantly bustier Natalie was... an experience. Where before she could 
blend in if she wanted to, now it was nearly impossible. Thankfully, the 
four bras from Madame Durand had arrived (costing a whopping $200), 
the “Miracle Minimizer” brand or something, that was supposed to seriously 
downplay the enormity of her bust. And, true to the company’s word, they 
did. The only downside was that, even with her breasts rather 
uncomfortably constrained, she still had the biggest rack on campus. Which 
came as a bit of a surprise to the people who she knew before she met 
Adam, who remembered her breasts as not being quite that impressive. 
She’d told anyone who had asked her, that it was a medical condition. 
Sometimes, to spice it up she’ d mention that it was some sort of deranged, 
oversensitive reaction to birth control medicine, and complain about her 
back killing her, which sufficed as an answer and always gave her a 
sympathetic response from her fellow women. 

What really did surprise her though was that she didn’t really need 
the bra, and her back wasn t killing her. She felt fine, as healthy as she’d 
been before Adam. Her body seemed to have adjusted to the weight 
perfectly and while the new breasts were admittedly large and heavy and 
required some rethinking about her life when it came to inertia, that was 
the only adverse affect on her they really had. Moreover, it was their 
firmness that seemed utterly implausible. When she was at her previous 
size, she’d prided herself on, if nothing else, having a pair of pert, firm 
breasts that would probably be sag free for a long, long time if she played 
her cards right. But these things seemed perfect, just as pliable as needed, 
yet so firm and supple she wondered if she might just be the most attractive 
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woman in a retirement home. Even Molly had expressed her abject jealousy 
over the seemingly supernatural nature of her breasts and Adam’s powers. 

So here she was, sitting in her Calculus II class, somewhere between 
red faced embarrassment, riotous laughter and taking her rightful place as 
asex goddess. The feelings were a result of knowing that the eyes of every 
single boy in this class of thirty two students had taken the time to drag 
themselves over her body now, lingering for a long time at her chest. She 
could feel eyes burning into her side right now from across the room, and 
part of her did, yes, wish she could cover up and be without the attention. 
Another part of her found the sheer absurdity of her situation as entertaining 
as anything else she could’ ve possibly encountered and another sliver of 
her mind wanted to give every guy in the room a case of blueballs so 
horrendous they wouldn’t be able to walk to their next class. 

So she stayed seated at her desk, slightly hunched over. She’d 
raised her hand to answer one question during the beginning of the class 
and decided against doing it again if she wanted to keep a low profile. 
She’d raised her hand a little too fast and despite the restrictor bra’s ability, 
her breasts had caromed about on her chest for a moment before coming to 
rest. She’d even caught Professor Woodgate stealing a glance, which was 
probably the most life she’d seen out of the man all semester. 

For now, she was focusing on her work and getting through the 
period without causing a ruckus, which was becoming increasingly difficult. 
She was tired, her back was stiff from sitting at an uncomfortable desk, 
and her neck was tired from having held it in the same position while 
jotting down notes. She desperately wanted to stretch, but, at this point, 
she was reasonably sure the class would come to a screeching halt if she 
did. Not helping matters was the fact that every time she leaned forward, 
her breasts brushed the desk, a minor sensation that, with her bosom’s new 
sensitivity, had brought her nipples to full attention anyway. The box of 
nipple-covers she had bought alleviated the problem of her nipples being 
seen, but didn’t stop them from feeling anything. So she was tired, a little 
sore, and growing increasingly antsy and horny. And this wasn’t the first 
time this had happened. 

The whole “don’t see each other quite as much so we can actually 
pass our classes” thing wasn’t going as well as she’d hoped it would. Now 
that she was with him, she had needs and one of those needs was to either 
fuck the hell out of him or have him fuck the hell out of her. Frequently. 
Adam had proven to be an absolutely magnificent lover, even without his 
powers, always willing to learn and try new things, happy to take instruction, 
eager and earnest to please her. Factor in that no matter what, he could 
force her to have an “I can’t stand up right now” style orgasm and... well, 
she was the luckiest damn woman in the world. Plus, she loved him. 

Absent mindedly wondering how Adam was dealing with the days 
they didn’t see each other, she almost didn’t hear Professor Woodgate’s 
lilting English accent calling her name. 


“Miss Merchant? Do I need to send out a search party for your 
mind or has it found its way back?” 

Half the eyes in the classroom and turned towards her, the rest 
were all lost in their own little worlds but they hadn’t been caught. Professor 
Woodgate was peering at her over his glasses, propping his head up with 
two fingers. 

“Good. You are here - so to speak.” He said. “Now, would you 
mind telling the class what another fact about continuity is?” 

She gaped momentarily before turning her attention back down to 
her notes, searching for the answer. “Uh... that the product of continuous 
functions is continuous?” 

Professor Woodgate raised an eyebrow. “While that is correct, 
we ve already mentioned that. I'd advise you pay a little more attention 
please Miss Gill.” 

She sighed, dutifully doing her best to keep her concentration on 
taking notes for the remainder of the period. She liked to think that - in her 
own defense - the class had been just as boring before everything had 
happened. 

Mercifully, the class came to a close, Professor Woodgate 
reminding his young charges about the last quiz they had coming up before 
the final would be unceremoniously dropped on their heads. She sighed, 
holding her Calculus book firmly over her chest as she exited. Catching 
one of the boys - a pudgy kid named Micah giving her breasts another 
stare - she smiled, waving at him before exiting the humanities building. 
She had to stifle laughter, watching his pants suddenly tent as she walked 
away. 

Where Morriston University was sprawling and large, marked with 
long paths through trees, Lawrence State was a great deal more intimate 
and cozy. A fact it owed mostly to its significantly smaller student body — 
which including graduate students came to a little over five thousand. All 
of the campus’s major facilities emptied out into a large plaza area, 
dominated by the library which lay at its center. Some famous architect 
had designed the campus back in the 40’s when it was built and thanks to 
him, the plaza was an easy meeting area for students where they could sit 
down, have lunch, talk with friends or simply find a little solace and peace. 
Even better, despite the dropping temperatures, the campus had opted to 
leave up the hammocks it had placed in the tree groves along either side of 
the library. 

She would’ ve liked nothing more than to lie down and take a nap but 
even with the sun shining that afternoon, the temperature had dropped, 
and it was already too cold for her tastes. Moreover, her growling stomach 
meant she needed something to eat soon. 

That was probably the only noticeable “side effect” of Adam’s changes 
to her. Her appetite had increased slightly after each of the changes but 
she hadn’t gained any extra weight as a result. Perhaps one day she’d get 








up her courage and head back to the fitness center and go for a run on a 
treadmill, if she could do so and not destroy most concepts of “modesty”. 

“Hey Natalie!” A voice behind her caused her to jump slightly as 
she turned to see Sarah, one of the girls from the Calculus class run up 
alongside of her. “Hey, what’s up?” 

She was a bit taken aback. She’d seen Sarah around campus before, 
and certainly knew of the girl but she wouldn’t have said they were 
“friends” by any stretch of the imagination. She hadn’t expected to 
share anything more than a passing word with this girl and here she was 
- walking up as if they’d spend the next 30 minutes gossiping with one 
another. 

“Uhm... nothing much, really.” Natalie was still fishing her 
MP3 player out of her pocket. She didn’t expect the conversation to 
last long. 

“Listen, I don’t mean to impose or anything but you’ re pretty 
good at this Calculus stuff, right?” 

‘T m not bad, I mean, I know most of what he’s talking about.” 

“Yeah, well, Pm not so good. If you don’t have a class, I was 
wondering, maybe we could grab a bite to eat and you could explain 
some things I’m having trouble with to me.” 

The suddenness of this plea surprised her. She’d never shared 
more than a few words with the girl previously and all of a sudden here 
she is trying to make nice. She was suspicious but despite trying to 
reason out why this relative stranger might suddenly start to act friendly, 
she couldn’t think of anything. 

Natalie’s stomach growled suddenly, reminding her of the 
biological impetus at hand. Suspicions or no, she needed to get lunch. 

“Sure, I could use the company.” She smiled, beginning to 
walk towards the Café. 


= a 


Katie grunted. “Careful!” 

His name was Craig, and he nodded apologetically before 
continuing to bend her legs further backwards until she grabbed her 
heels and pulled them further back. Bent in half like this, she was 
immensely thankful how useful all the flexibility exercises from years 
of dance class could come in handy in the bedroom. 

She was willing to sacrifice some discomfort for pleasure 
however and as Craig began pounding away on her pussy, her purrs of 
contentment turned to yelps of bliss as his cock stroked her innermost 
recesses. 

“Oooh... god... suck on my fucking nipples.” She commanded 
between moans, keeping her legs behind her head, even as they began 
to bounce up and down on his bed as he slammed harder and harder 
into her. Dutifully, his head angled down and took the very tip of one 


of her nipples in his teeth, biting and pulling on it hard before suckling it 
into his mouth. 

She could feel the orgasm cresting but when he sucked those 
taut buds she felt it erupt through her body. Her groin driving up into 
him, her cunt contracting, trying to draw his thrusting dick as deep inside 
of her as it possibly could. Craig - to his credit - redoubled his efforts, 
absolutely slamming her down into the bed. She could feel the bulbous 
head of his cock pressing against her cervix as she let out a moan that 
turned into a roar as she came again. 

She needed to talk to Adam, that was for sure. She’d gotten a lot 
of fun out of sex before but never her breasts. Now - thanks to him - not 
only were they bouncing and galloping up and down her chest with his 
every thrust but they were sensitive in a way she hadn’t been fully 
prepared for. Never one to look a gift horse in the mouth, she made sure 
Craig knew to focus a significant portion of his efforts on making sure 
her breasts got the attention they justly deserved. 

“Stop, stop...” She panted, putting her hands on Craig’s chest. 
“lets switch.” 

Craig slid out of her slowly, his cock actually making an audible 
“pop” as it slid out of her pussy. Letting her legs fall back to the bed, she 
took a deep breath, hands cupping the firm, pert orange sized gifts she’d 
been blessed with. The very action of doing so sent another ripple through 
her body and she moaned again. 

Finally pushing herself to her knees, she motioned for Craig to 
lie down on the bed. Looking back over her shoulder, she smiled. 

“So are you going to get in on this or what?” She chided. 

She’d never fucked two guys at once. But as Brad stood up, 
stroking his tool in anticipation, she couldn’t wait. And to think, before 
Adam, she might’ ve had to finagle something like this from a couple of 
regular guys. These two she’d nearly had to beat off with a stick, until 
that day after a particularly rigorous class, she’d let both know, in no 
uncertain terms that she wanted a good fucking. Immediately. They’d 
both readily agreed and brought her back to Craig’s dorm where she’d 
spent the better part of the last 20 minutes enjoying the wonders of 
foreplay and tit-fucking until Craig had started plowing into her. 

Feeling Brad climb up on the bed behind her, she looked down 
at Craig’s impressive manhood, pointing straight upwards. She could 
actually watch the glistening moisture from between her legs drip onto 
his groin as she slowly lowered herself down upon him, feeling him 
stretch her slowly this time, moaning all the way. 

“Your turn...” She half-smiled at Brad, spreading her ass cheeks 
as he guided the head of his cock deep inside her. 

It was as if fireworks were going off in her head. She’d never 
felt so utterly filled before. The sheer sensation of two men with sizable 
cocks like theirs, pressing themselves deep inside of her small body was 








amazing. Another few inches and she wondered if they’d be pressing against 
her lungs. 

Their stroking wasn’t perfectly in rhythm but she didn’t need it to 
be. When Brad reached around to cup and knead her breasts and Craig 
once again licked and sucked upon the nipples, the scream she let out was 
indicative of exactly how good a job they were doing. 

She didn’t just need to talk to Adam. She needed to thank him. 
Profusely. 

Y. 


Natalie wiped her fingers clean, happily swallowing the last of her 
second quesadilla. Sarah was still finishing off the last of her pasta but 
between mouthfuls, she took the time to look questioningly at Natalie’s 
eating habits. 

“You sure can eat. You must be part of the cross-country team or 
something. Or... at least you were.” Sarah spoke apologetically, as if 
suddenly remembering why running cross-country might not prove the 
best idea for Natalie. 

“No, not really. Just lucky, I guess.” She smiled, taking another 
sip of her drink. “So... what was it you wanted to know about class? I 
mean, I’m not bad but I think Professor Woodgate might be better at giving 
extra help.” 

“Yeah but his voice puts me to sleep and I wouldn’t want to conk 
out in his office.” Sarah smiled. “It’s nothing really. It’s just the upcoming 
test has me really stressed...” 

“It shouldn’t. If it’s anything like the last one, all the answers will 
be right in the book.” 

“God...” Sarah propped her head in her hand, elbow on the table. 
“This time of year is always so frustrating. Everyone and everything just 
goes crazy all of a sudden.” 

Oh, crazy things happen all the time. Natalie thought to herself, 
taking another long swig of her iced tea. 

“Tf it’s not classes, it’s something else. I swear, there’s so much 
stupid drama here sometimes!” Natalie knew the note of exasperation in 
Sarah’s voice and what it meant. Unless she could find a way to cut and 
run, she was in for a aimless bit of chit-chat that had nothing to do with 
Calculus. To make matters worse, she was still feeling as antsy and horny 
as she had been during class. She could feel her nipples straining against 
the layers of fabric trying to keep them in check. It was Thursday and 
she’d already seen Adam twice that week. She didn’t want to blow her 
chance at getting to spend time with him again, at least not too soon. There 
was a great deal to be said for the benefits of letting tension build up and 
releasing it all at once. 

““...so now they’re hooking up and it’s just so... so... so.... God, I 
mean really! I don’t know why I had it in for him!” 


Natalie blinked hard, trying to shift her focus back to the 
conversation. She had no idea how long she’d tuned out for, although in 
the meantime something of import must have been said about Sarah’s 
relationship status. Smiling warmly, she built her façade of interest as 
quickly as she could. 

“I mean, what does a girl have to do to get a guy’s attention, huh?” 
Sarah sighed, pouting. “I mean, if anyone could give me some tips that’d 
be just great...” 

“Well, if you could try being more aggressive and really get after 
the boys you want. I mean, it’s not that hard to do.” She wasn’t speaking 
from experience at this point, she was prattling off some advice she’d seen 
in arelationship column in the last magazine she’d read. 

“Well, that’s part of it, but I really want him to notice me, y’ know? 
Really see something different.” 

“You could change your wardrobe then.” 

“Well...” Sarah hushed her voice, and leaned forward suddenly, 
her eyes flitting from Natalie’s face to her chest. “...I was thinking of 
something a little more, uh, eye-catching.” 

“You mean...” 

“T ve seen you in class Natalie.” Sarah said, cutting her off. Her 
voice wasn’t intimidating or hateful, simply calm, and a little imploring. 
“And I’ve seen all the attention you’re getting now. I heard your excuse 
about birth control pills and I don’t buy it. I’m not trying to blackmail you 
or anything here but you can share your secret with me.” 

“I don’t think you understand...” Natalie began to start again, 
leaning backwards slightly. 

“No, no, it’s okay, seriously! I won’t tell a soul! I’ve just wanted 
to get some work done too...” 

Natalie rolled her eyes. “Ugh, for the love of god, my breasts 
aren’t fake.” 

Sarah smiled. “No seriously, you don’t have to...” 

“They’re. Not. Fake.” Natalie enunciated every word, trying to 
ensure that they were understood. “I know how improbable it is, but I 
swear, they’re 100% me. No saline, no silicone, no implants, nothing.” 

Sarah looked at her skeptically, “Really? But you got so big so 
fast...” 

“I know I did, and I know it’s... well, itis pretty damn weird but I 
assure you, it’s all me.” Whipping her head around, Natalie checked to 
make sure the Café was reasonably well deserted before placing her hands 
on the table and arching her back. “And if you don’t believe me, feel for 
yourself.” 

Natalie figured that such a direct assertion would throw Sarah off 
and at least convince her through sheer audacity that she was telling the 
truth. For a moment, it seemed like it had worked but when Sarah leaned 
forward again and extended her hand, she could almost feel herself suck in 
and away. 











She thought about pulling back but decided against. If Sarah did this and 
concluded that she didn’t have any implants, perhaps she’d tell others on campus, 
even kill off some of the rumors and allow Natalie the thin veil of inconspicuousness 
that she liked. While she being a tit goddess was fun, it wasn’t something she wanted 
to do twenty four hours a day. Being able to blend in with the crowd was useful 
sometimes. 

Natalie held her breath as Sarah’s hand touched her left breast, two fingers 
gently pressing it in, probing, before moving to the side and pressing in again. The 
examination continued with Sarah reaching underneath her massive girth and cupping 
and kneading it gently, looking for any telltale signs of enhancement. 

“Hurry up would you?” The impatience in Natalie’s voice stemmed from dual 
problems. Firstly, she didn’t want to be caught in the Café with another girl getting to 
second base with her - the last thing she needed was all the guys on campus thinking 
she was “available for business”. Secondly, she was getting really, really, really aroused. 
Even something as innocent and scientific as Sarah’s ministrations were sending warm 
tingles all the way down her spine. Moving of their own accord, her hips began to 
squeeze together, the fabulous feeling terminating in the warmth of her pussy, which 
was getting warmer by the minute. 

God, where's Adam when you really need him? She thought. Imperceptibly, 
she bit the inside of her lip to try and divert her mind’s attention from the erotic 
inspection. 

Natalie had always been a very sexual person and by her own description, 
before Adam, she’d had a healthy sexual appetite. But after Adam, things were just so 
much different. She loved, adored and cherished fucking him. It was so primal and 
passionate, yet so sweet and kind at the same time. In her idle moments she found 
herself thinking about him, wishing he was inside of her right then, guiding her to 
another stunning climax. Her breasts weren’t helping either. They were exponentially 
more sensitive after what he had done, to the point where she was almost entirely sure 
that she could bring herself off just by rubbing her chest against a brick wall. With 
clothes on no less! 

Which wasn’t to say that she didn’t like it. No - she liked being this busty and 
thoroughly enjoyed the accompanying sensitivity. It was simply a matter of keeping 
control that gave her pause. She’d already spent an afternoon so close to the edge that 
she’d nearly stumbled back to her room, her legs wobbling, heart racing. She’d 
immediately thrown herself on her bed, stripped nude, and called Adam. At the moment 
he said “Hello” she’d laid a single finger on her clit and exploded into orgasm. While 
that was all well and good, she wanted to be able to be in control when she needed to 
be, so she could save that carnal beast inside of her for more “intimate” moments. 

So, as Sarah’s hand quickly finished checking her breasts and pulled away, 
she let out a silent sigh of relief. 

“Wow.” Sarah said, tilting her head to one side and staring. “That really is all 
you. God, you’re huge!” 

“Yeah...” Natalie said, beginning to slide out of the booth. *...P ve heard that 
a lot.” 





“What size bra do you wear?” 

Natalie chuckled, smiling. Standing up and swinging her backpack 
over her shoulders. “I have to get them custom made now so, I dunno. Pm 
sure it’d be a lot more than D though.” 

Sarah got out and stood next to her, still gaping. “Your back must 
be killing you.” 

“Not re...” Natalie cut herself off, remembering that part of this 
ruse was for Adam’s own good as well as for hers. “...I mean, you wouldn't 
believe some days. I’m lucky I’ve got a strong back.” 

“Wow. I’m not jealous.” 

“Don’t be.” Natalie began walking towards the door. “It’s just 
one of those things.” 

Sarah was quiet for a moment as they exited the Café and began 
the walk towards the dorms. She seemed to ponder for a moment before 
piping up again. 

“You ever think you look silly that busty?” She asked. 

“Not for a moment.” Natalie said, not lying to a girl on campus 
about her breasts for the first time in a while. 


= A 


“Saturday Night.” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“Pretty cold out tonight.” 

“Seriously.” 

“Yeah, it’s pretty nipply out tonight.” 

Everyone let out a collective groan. Damien’s habit of making 
absolutely god awful jokes showed no signs of diminishing. 

“This was supposed to be a dinner out with friends.” Katie growled, 
suppressing a chuckle. The jokes were lame but they all laughed anyway. 
“Not a chance for you to hone your stand-up act.” 

“Well it’s either bad jokes or breasts - your choice.” 

“You have to talk about breasts?” 

“Pm walking with two ‘larger than I was three months ago’ girls 
and the man who did it to them. And you both look hot. So yes, P’ m going 
to want to talk about breasts.” 

Katie shrugged as they turned the corner onto Morrison’s main 
street. On the way downtown, the four of them made plans to stop at 
R.M.T.’s first for an easy dinner and then a jaunt over to Oasis for 80’s 
night. Ostensibly, by the end of the night, they’d all be sweaty, drunk and 
tired. Not just from the dancing though, Katie had interjected. 

Adam gave Natalie’s hand a gentle squeeze and she cuddled up 
closer to him in response. Gently kissing his cheek, she tousled his hair 
and giggled. They looked every part the young couple, barely able to take 
their eyes off one another, barely able to separate, seemingly joined at the 
hip. 


For Natalie, this trip was as much about Damien and Katie as it 
was for her to see Adam again. As much as she knew they liked each 
other, she understood, from hearing him talk, how important those two 
were to him. They were his dearest of friends and this was her very first 
real chance to spend an evening with them in such a social situation. She 
wanted to make the best impression possible, which should’ ve been simple 
enough. After all, she didn’t have to play at the part of the devoted 
girlfriend. 

Meanwhile Adam was beaming. He’d been beaming the last time 
he and Natalie hit the town and he was beaming again now. Seeing other 
guys do a double-take when they looked at her and knowing that she wanted 
nothing more than him... he was sure there was no better boost to his ego 
in the universe. Moreover, while part of his mind understood the sexism 
of dragging her around town like some sort of trophy, at the same time he 
wanted to drag her up to every guy in town and remind them that she was 
his and his alone. 

They all entered R.M.T.’s with the bouncer at the door taking a 
cursory glance at their IDs. All except for Natalie’s, as he spent far too 
much time ogling her bosom to even care if she was sixteen or sixty. 

As was the normal for a Saturday night, R.M.T.’s was pretty well 
packed with out-of-towners and it was almost purely by luck that there 
was an extra table for their quartet. Thankfully, the booth in the back was 
comfortable enough and they moved in - Damien immediately eying the 
menu their waitress had handed them. 

“You going to be okay there?” Katie smiled, pointing at Natalie. 
Sliding her lower torso into the booth was no problem for Natalie but with 
a slight blush, she realized her prodigious bosom actually sat on the table 
in front of her. Her tits were on display for everyone in the bar. 

“TIl be fine.” She chuckled, doing her well best to stuff herself 
into amore demure position. With a little movement, she could wedge her 
breasts between herself and the table. It wasn’t much more demure, instead 
of placing her gigantic bosom on display directly on the table, now titflesh 
was bulging out below and above the table as her tits were mashed against 
the wood. A cursory glance around the bar showed no less than five men 
goggling at her. Smiling, she snuggled up closer to Adam. Her hand going 
on his hip, his right arm beginning to brush against her breasts. 

All of this did not go unnoticed by Adam. He’d been staring from 
the minute she sat down, watching her enticingly curved behind settle into 
the cushions and gazing at those massive watermelons on her chest. Every 
time he saw her now was a stark reminder of how improbably, incomparably 
sexy she had become. She was a walking, talking sexual fantasy to him, 
the depths of his subconscious made real flesh. And lord, those tits. They 
were absolute wonders, the way they had undulated and moved against 
him as they had walked together into the bar, how inviting and 
overwhelming their very presence was. He could feel her hand on his 








thigh, gently massaging, moving up and down. He was uncomfortably 
hard and the evening had only just begun. 

His eyes shifted to one side, catching her looking at him. Together, 
they shared a slow, knowing smile. Adam was becoming increasingly 
unsure of whether he’d make it through the evening without throwing 
himself at her. 

“So, I'll guess by that look that you two are having a very good 
time together.” Katie had perfected a Cheshire Cat like smirk in the time 
that Adam had known her that meant everything from “good for you” to “I 
told you so”. Seeing it on her face now was both a blessing - as she must’ ve 
seen how happy they were together and a bit of an annoyance. He’d spoken 
at length in the past on how he’d never be the romantic type - a falsehood 
of epic proportions. She’d never let him forget it. 

“We are.” Natalie smiled, placing both of her hands on the table, 
taking his. She leaned into him as she did so, pressing more soft, warm 
flesh into his side. He nearly squeaked. 

“T’m happy to hear it. P ve been trying to get this kid laid for the 
longest time.” Katie smiled, kicking Adam’s leg under the table. “I’m 
glad to see you’ ve finally done something about it. But please just to put 
my mind at rest. He didn’t brainwash you, did he?” 

Natalie let out a laugh as Adam rolled his eyes. 

“No,” she replied. “I can assure you, no brainwashing was 
necessary. He got me all by himself.” 

“Well, I actually helped him.” 

“Then thank you.” Natalie cleared her throat. “Damien, you can 
stop staring anytime now.” 

Damien finally ripped his eyes away from Natalie’s bosom and 
the vast expanse of cleavage the cardigan revealed. Wearing the shirt was 
a bit of a risk, since it only accentuated the twin swellings of her breasts 
but when she was with him she wanted to be as sexy as she could. Allowing 
him a gorgeous view of the deep chasm between her breasts was just one 
of many ways. 

“Sorry. It’s just kind of hard not to stare.” Damien’s mouth was 
dry. Tonight marked a first in his friendship with Adam. He’d never really 
been jealous of the kid, especially not in terms of who Adam was (or - 
more usually - wasn’t) involved with but now, he was as envious as he’d 
ever been. He was thrilled for them but still envious. 

“I mean, how do you live with those things? They're huge!” 
Damien finally concluded, forcing himself to concentrate on her face. 

It wasn’t the first time a conversation had shifted to her torso and 
it certainly wouldn’t be the last. Dealing with such matters diplomatically 
was something Natalie was fully prepared for however. Model U.N. class 
might at least come in handy for something. 

“Well, ever since this guy did his thing to me...” She smiled, 
nudging Adam. “It’s been like they were there all along. No problems, no 


soreness, nothing. Of course, they do take some getting used to for practical 
reasons.” 

Their waitress returned to take their orders, as Natalie deftly 
answered every single question Damien and Katie had to ask about her 
astonishing bounty. From their exact measurements (which, as of the last 
time she’s done it, stood at sixty six inches) to the way people had reacted 
(“with shock”, of course). 

“I keep on telling this kid he’s got a gift.” Damien shook his head, 
still not fully grasping the upfront reality of Natalie. “An absolute gift.” 

“No arguments here.” Katie added. “I’m nearly big enough for a 
D now and my quality of life has only got better.” 

“You should set up a service! Do this for everyone!” Damien’s 
arms went out wide. “You’d be rich! Remember what that waitress...” 

“A waitress?” Katie interjected, glancing at Adam. 

“What waitress?” Natalie said, giving him a curious look. 

Adam glowered at Damien for a moment. “Yes... there was a 
waitress.” 

“Oh man, what’d you do?” Katie asked, her eyes widening. “You 
didn’t make her... huge did you?” 

“No, no, no... she’s just... bigger.” 

The table sat in silence for a moment before Katie leaned fully 
over the table to punch him in the shoulder. 

“What the fuck is this? This whole time you’ re all “Oh no I can’t, 
my life will end!’ about it and now I find out you made some random 
woman’s tits bigger? I knew it! I knew you wanted to do this Tinson! I 
knew your libido would eventually get the best of you. I knew it!” Katie 
sat back, resting her elbows on the table. “So — you have to tell us about it 
now. Who was it and how big?” 

Rubbing his shoulder gingerly, Adam looked from Katie to Natalie. 
“So... neither of you are angry?” 

Natalie shrugged. “Did she look angry?” 

“No.” 

“Displeased?” 

“No.” 

“Did she immediately get hit by a Buick?” Katie joked. 
“No, no she didn't.” Adam chuckled. 

“She actually had a bit of a smile on her face.” Damien happily 
entertained the memory of the waitress who had gone from “attractive” to 
“Playboy material” in seconds. 

Natalie smiled, kissing him on the cheek. “Then who cares, right? 
It didn’t hurt her. Didn’t hurt me. Didn’t hurt Katie. I’m with Damien. 
You've got a gift not a curse. Treat it like one.” 

The faces surrounding him at the table were everything he could’ ve 
hoped for. Supportive, smiling, willing to help him through whatever. 
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Adam doubted that three people like this existed anywhere else on the planet. 

“You know what you should do with gifts?” Damien added, trying 
to surreptitiously roll his eyes towards Katie. “Share them.” 

“Well, I can’t just flat out tell people about this.” 

“Of course not.” Katie held her hands out. “Obviously, don’t do 
anything dumb. But seriously, why not do it for kicks whenever you want? 
You’ ve got it in control, or at least so you’ve said. And I'll bet a hundred 
bucks that there isn’t a woman here tonight that wouldn’t like an orgasm 
and bigger, firm tits.” 

“Like who?” 

“Anyone!” 

“Me for one.” Natalie moved even closer to him, her hip now 
firmly pressed against his. She turned her torso to face him, her breasts 
thudding heavily into his chest. She hadn’t opted to wear the nipple covers 
this evening, and now, he could see those pink caps fully aroused, jutting 
out from under her shirt. Her bosom’s size actually obstructed much of the 
view of Adam’s chest and in their girth, even sitting side-by-side they 
overlapped the edge of the table. Their warmth was pressed right against 
him and only with the utmost effort could he keep from touching them. 

Inside her mind, Natalie was trying very, very, very hard not to 
push Adam down and impale herself on him right then and there. If he had 
dragged her off to the bathroom right then for some furtive coupling, she 
wouldn’t have minded it in the slightest. Her body was actually quivering 
in anticipation, so great was her desire. She could feel that her panties 
were soaked through and with every ragged breath she took, she moved 
ever closer to the point of losing all self control... 

“Guys! We still have to eat. Do me a personal favor and save the 
sex until after that, then go wild.” Katie’s voice dragged them back to the 
world around them, albeit kicking and screaming. “Anyway, I think 
Damien’s catatonic.” 

Just as she had said, Damien looked like he was utterly unable to 
do anything but sit, mouth agape, staring at Natalie’s breasts. He didn’t so 
much as move until Katie pushed him. 

Natalie slowly peeled herself away from Adam, making sure to 
drag her breasts across his chest as she did so. For a moment, they shared 
of look of sheer, near obscene lust. It seemed as if the very air between 
them was alight with sexual energy. Tonight would assuredly be one of 
those evenings where they shared in one another’s body time and time 
again until they fell unconscious in a heap of arms, legs, hair and sweat. 

“Sorry...” Adam said, blood flowing to his cheeks as he began to 
realize exactly how close to the edge he had come. 

“Nothing to be sorry about.” Katie smiled, rolling up one of her 
sleeves and proffering her arm. “Just do me and let’s get this evening 
rolling?” 


Adam glanced at it fora moment, before catching her eyes again. 
“You want me to...” 

“Make my tits bigger, yes.” 

“Now?” 

NGS” 

“Can I ask why?” In truth, Adam would’ ve have done it anyway 
at that point. But he simply wanted to hear Katie’s reasons for it. 

“Because like I said, it’s a gift. Because ever since you made 
my breasts grow, my life has been so much better. I’ve been having 
some of the best sex of my life since you gave me these tits and I want 
more. Now stop bullshitting and make with the breasts.” 

Adam glanced at Natalie for a moment, who smiled and prodded 
him on. 

Since his “abilities” had manifested, he’d always taken women’s 
hands gently, carefully, as if gripping them too firmly would let loose 
the energy that welled up inside of him. Now, he made a show of it, 
stretching his arm and cracking his knuckles before wrapping his hand 
around her wrist, looking into her eyes. 

Like a reflex, it was there immediately. The changes within her 
had not quite begun but the moment he thought of it - the energy was 
there. Ready to be manipulated. To mold, change and morph Katie as he 
so willed it to. He’d never felt quite so singularly in control of it before. 
And where the nervousness that had once kept him firmly in check once 
was, his libido filled the void. For a brief moment, the vision of him 
slamming Katie into a elephantine orgasm, blowing her breasts up to 
proportions that dwarfed Natalie came to him but he let it pass. 

Smiling, he adjusted his grip, licking his lips. “You want it fast 
or slow?” 

“We have speeds now? What’s the difference?” 

“Slow is slow. I can make it go fast. I don’t know how fast but 
fast.” It was partially a lie. He knew if he willed it to, he could make it 
go very, very, very fast. 

“Let’s try fast then, I wanna hit on the bartender.” 

“How big?” 

“Big. How about an E....” 

Katie’s voice cut off with a gasp as Damien unleashed a torrent 
of energy into her body. She’d wanted fast and he’d wanted to know 
how fast “fast” was. And, as the force channeled itself, whipping through 
his arm and into her body, he glanced at her breasts and realized that it 
was exceptionally fast. 

Katie’s firm, well sized C cups, the pretty oranges that sat high 
on her chest ballooned outwards. Flesh immediately began to fill the 
empty space in her shirt, stretching it outwards with a lightning quick 
suddenness that left everyone at the table stunned. Her breasts acted as 
if a air hose were attached to them, stress lines beginning to appear in 
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her shirt as they continued their enlargement, an audible “pop” sounding the end of her 
bra’s resistance to the sudden onslaught of flesh. 

If they were noticeable before, now you couldn’t miss Katie’s new swollen 
bounty, easily the size of cantaloupes and still growing, albeit slower now. Furrowing 
his brow, his focus shifted slightly, beginning to change not just their size, but their 
shape and form. In response, Katie’s tits began to widen, filling out even more of the 
material of her shirt, nipples that were once near-invisible now surrounded by half- 
dollar sized areolae that surrounded each half-inch nub. He went about the process of 
making them fat in all the right ways and firm where they needed to be, to the point 
where she - like Natalie - would only need to wear a bra if she wanted to run or 
constrict them. With rapt attention he watched as they finally began to slow, crafting 
the perfect amount of droop for them to have, to retain the elasticity and bouncy nature 
that would drive men wild. 

He began to stop, but soldiered on anyway, Katie’s breasts still pushing outwards 
in all directions, beginning to become squashed from their fabric constrictions, the 
shirt growing tighter and tighter until, with no more than a command of his mind, he 
stopped it. 

Katie slumped back in the booth, a look of shock etched on her face. The 
whole experience had taken less than 30 seconds. Reflexively, she looked down. 

“Jesus!” She held her hands just in front of them for a moment, before cupping 
them gently. “I can nearly rest my chin on these things.” 

While Natalie chuckled knowingly and Damien gaped, Adam felt himself sit 
back with a immense feeling of satisfaction. For all the fear that the powers had put 
into him, the sensation of being in control, and having women’s breasts, and their 
orgasms, at his very control was nearly overpowering. 

“T m going to have to cut myself out of this shirt.” Katie pulled at the front of 
the shirt, which seemed like it would rip if she were to do anything as much as breathe 
deeply. As she examined herself, a hand brushed over one of her nipples and she 
gasped again, this time because of a very different type of surprise. 

“Get used to that.” Natalie pointed. “If you’re anything like me, just brushing 
up against those now will be intense.” 

“Yeah, no kidding.” Katie continued to examine the mass of tit flesh that now 
filled her t-shirt. The design on the front was stretched out of shape, the outline of her 
poor bra pressed against it. With a bit of work, she finally reached underneath her 
shirt, grabbing it and sliding it out with a happy sigh. 

“The clasp just... snapped.” She commented with amazement, tossing it on 
the table. 

“I can’t believe it.” Damien finally spoke again. “I cannot fucking believe 
what I just saw. That was unbelievable. That was ridiculous.” 

Adam folded his arms across his chest, smiling. “You guys are right. This is 
a gift.” 

Katie was still staring at her new endowments when the waitress came back 
with their food. The poor woman had been surprised enough at Natalie, but nearly 
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dropped the plate of nachos when she got an eyeful of Katie, who hadn’t 
been anywhere near as busty when she’d taken their orders. 

“God, I’m five foot nothing and my rack’s nearly half that size.” 
Katie began to smile, the amazement finally washing away “I swear I am 
going to find the guy with the biggest dick in town tonight and fuck the 
living hell out of him.” 

“Just keep it a secret.” Adam removed a jalapeno pepper from his 
nacho before popping it into his mouth. 

“Why?” Damien, asked, incredulous. “You should tell everyone 
here...” 

“Because I'm in control and I’1l decide what to do with it.” Adam 
said coolly. “And if people think some sort of miracle happened and they’ re 
happier for it - everyone’s better off.” 

Natalie nudged him. “You're just saying that because you like 
looking at boobs.” 

“Guilty as charged.” 


= ha 


The remainder of dinner went by without any relatively significant 
incident. He had to say “relatively significant” because while he was 
carrying on a conversation with Damien and Katie, he’d been fighting a 
very discreet battle with Natalie, where losing wouldn’t really mean losing 
anything but his decency. 

Her hand had strayed back to his hip as they ate - stroking gently, 
then firmly, at first moving down towards his knee before moving to the 
inside of his hip, groping her way up to his rigid shaft. He was mid-celery 
stick when her hand had dug into his pants, groping for his dick, finding it 
and beginning to stroke it insistently. He’d nearly choked. 

Of course, turnabout was fair play and as they’d ate, he’d slipped 
a hand underneath the table as well, sliding it right between her legs, feeling 
the burning heat and moisture that emanated from her groin. He’d press 
upon the hem of her jeans, as if pressing hard enough would allow him to 
sink a finger deep inside of her - her legs reacted in kind. They clenched 
around his hand, sporadically at first and then with an increasing rhythm. 
As best she tried to hide it, the flush in her face and the labored tone her 
breathing took on were betraying her. 

She had never lost her concentration however, continuing to stroke 
his cock until, nearing a slow orgasm, he finally opted to put a stop to her 
plans. Grabbing her wrist, he began to channel a particularly small amount 
of energy into her, still enough however, to send warm waves coursing 
through her body. The orgasms were barely noticeable as such, but they 
did the trick, he could feel her pussy beginning to soak her jeans through. 
When the check came, he knew the musk of sexual desire must’ ve been 
hanging heavy in the air around them. From the speed with which it was 


paid and Damien and Katie informing them that they’d meet up at Oasis 
later, the looks on their faces must’ ve been a dead giveaway. 

Damien and Katie exited, eyes following the latter as her hips 
sashayed with every step, her back arched, her brand-new breasts getting 
their first exposure to the world. He’d barely been paying attention as 
they’d moved closer together in the booth, her leg draping over his in the 
dim light of the bar. With the pair gone, Natalie grew more wanton with 
every passing moment, her lips and leg parted as she breathed into the 
crook of his neck, occasionally arcing her neck up to nibble at his earlobe 
and whisper into his ear. 

“I need you...” No longer conversational, her voice turned husky, 
desperate, carnal. “...I want it all. I want you to fuck me, I want you to 
make me scream and cum. I want you to give me huge, huge tits... god 
Adam, I need it all so bad...” 

She had absolutely mashed her breasts into his chest, rubbing them 
up and down against him, purring invitingly as she did so. At best, the 
stimulation had left her on edge and with every trip up and down his body 
she felt herself edging ever closer to a slow, rolling explosion that would 
begin between her legs and spread outwards, like a supernova of sheer 
sexual energy. 

Thinking normally was nearly impossible; her mind was so clouded 
with her erotic desires. Every time she would wipe one away, a new, more 
intense one would take its place. From simply making out in the booth, to 
him bending her over on all fours and fucking her from behind, to her 
mounting him on the table, to him tying her up, placing her pussy at his 
mercy. She wanted to kiss him, to play with his body, to have him play 
with hers. She needed him, needed his touch. 

She’d noticed immediately when he’d started using his abilities 
on her. Each cum was a slow-burning ember, but a symptom of a 
conflagration that threatened to overwhelm her. Her pussy was dripping, 
soaking wet. Just from the scent that hung in the air she knew she had 
soaked her jeans through. She’d never been this on edge before. To stand 
so very close to the precipice, that the slightest brush would knock her 
over the edge. She would lose control if he didn’t do something soon. She 
could feel her cunt constricting, aching with unfulfilled need. 

As her hand had moved for the waistband of his pants, he stopped 
her, beginning to push her off him, a sheer testament to will. 

“We... need to go.” He managed between breaths. Sex wasn’t a 
mere possibility this evening, it was a necessity for survival. It was just a 
matter of whether they could actually make it through the rest of the night 
without giving in to one another. “...people are starting to look.” 

“No... I need...” Natalie began before grinding her groin against 
his hip. Almost instantaneously she seized in his lap, clutching at his shirt 
as she shuddered, biting the side of his neck to suppress a whimpering cry. 
It had felt so, so good, and it didn’t help in the slightest. When the orgasmic 
haze faded, she wasn’t any better off than she had been before. 








“C’mon.” He continued pushing - finally getting her off him — 
and managed to move her toward the end of the booth. He could barely 
bring himself to look at her, as half-lidded eyes pleaded with him to give 
her the satisfaction she needed. Slipping past her, he stood up, donning his 
coat. He couldn’t have hid the bulge in the front of his pants if he had 
wanted to. 

On quaking legs, she slowly began to try to stand up, failing the 
first time and falling back to the cushions of the booth. Her tits went 
wobbling in all directions as she did and she blushed slightly. Somewhere, 
in the midst of their cuddling, one of them had begun to undo the sequence 
of hooks that held her bra together. Her massive bosom was straining to be 
free, barely restricted by the compressor brassiere, prepared to spring out 
to its full glory. Her poor cardigan was already being overly stretched by 
her enormous breasts and looked like it couldn’t take much more pressure. 

Finally she stood up, her legs still wobbling. Adam supported her 
with an arm around her waist as they slowly made their way through the 
throngs standing around the crowd and out the door. He imagined they 
must’ ve made quite a sight, both looking rather disheveled. Her, a tit goddess 
bouncing and jiggling with every step. Twice she brushed up against people 
as they found their way to the door, both times letting out audible gasps, 
clinging to him tighter, willing her legs to keep her upright. 

Natalie could swear that she could literally feel every longing look 
that swept over her breasts and that just made her that much hotter. Her 
legs felt like rubber and getting out into the cold air was a boon. 

Stepping out onto the sidewalk, she huddled closer to him for 
warmth. They’d both hoped the cold air would diffuse some of the sexual 
excitement that sat in the forefront of their minds but it seemed to only 
highlight which parts of their bodies were most needy. He still felt as hard 
as tempered steel and she still felt a single determined touch away from 
losing it entirely. 

“Oasis is just across the street and down the block a bit.” At this 
point, he was nearly carrying her. She clung to him with all her might, her 
tits pressing into his body, fat nipples rubbing against his flesh through 
their shirts. His cock was straining for release, waiting impatiently to plunge 
itself inside of her over and over again until they both were sated. They 
barely made it across the street. 

“Just a little further.” He tried to coax her. If they could make it to 
Oasis, they could meet up with Damien and Katie and separate for a bit 
and avoid an elongated sex session in public and the public indecency 
charge that would probably follow. 

For her part, Natalie did her best to speak but it came out a croak, 
a strangled noise as she reached for the wall propping herself against it. 
By sheer instinct, her hands moved to her prodigious bosom, caressing and 
kneading, a moan escaping her lips. 


“Adam, I can’t... Ineed...” Her voice was choked, caught with 
sheer desire. Her knees bent as she slid to the ground, still mauling her 
breasts, her legs spreading wide, showing the damp mark that had formed. 

“Please!” She choked. Her eyes were rimmed with tears of 
frustration. No matter how hard she tried, no matter how fervently her 
fingers worked over her most sensitive places, she just couldn’t seem to 
get the kind of orgasm she needed. She desperately needed some sort of 
release, something to relieve the pressure building inside of her. Her hands 
began fumbling at the button of her jeans, bucking her hips towards him, 
begging him with her body, pleading with him to fuck her. 

Adam stood stunned, watching, as this exorbitantly buxom beauty 
beseeched him for his body. Her face was etched with a mixture of pain 
and pleasure, her eyes going in and out of focus as she looked at him. If he 
delayed any longer, this would become a full-on spectacle. 

Grabbing her, he hefted Natalie to her feet, dragging her along 
with him, not towards Oasis but away - behind the bars and towards the 
parking lot in the rear. As much as her writhing form clouded his mind 
with certain thoughts, he felt he might’ ve made it to the bar in one piece. 
On the other hand, she had apparently hit a stimulus overload that her 
mind and body simply could not cope with. He struggled to hold her up 
and keep walking but at the very moment he had picked her up from the 
ground she had begun pawing at him, one hand at the front of his jeans, the 
other pulling at his shirt, her mouth suckling and nibbling at his shoulder 
and neck as they walked. 

The parking lot was filled with cars but to his delight. It was mostly 
empty of people - everyone having headed inside the clubs by this point 
and time already. Pulling her towards the darkest corner he could find, 
eventually he sat her on the hood of a compact car. The streetlights meant 
they weren’t completely obscured from vision but a person might just look 
past the two barely lit shadows on top of someone’s car. That was, of 
course, if Natalie could stay quiet. 

The moment he’d sat her on the car she’d undone the button of his 
pants and spread her legs wantonly, trying to coax him into stripping her 
nude and having his way with her. Before he could put his pants back to 
rights, her arms wrapped around his neck, pulling him on top of her. Her 
lips capturing his with a hungry urgency. Her legs wrapped themselves 
around his waist and as the kiss went on, Adam had to quite literally push 
her off him. 

Managing to get himself straightened back up, albeit with her legs 
still wrapped around him, he made one last cursory glance around the 
parking lot. As he did so, Natalie’s hands went to the front of her cardigan, 
quickly undoing each button. The garment slid open as she undid the last 
button, revealing the lacy purple material of the bra heroically trying to 
hide her magnificent breasts. She struggled for a moment before pushing 
the garment up and off her bosom, her breasts rolling out into view. 











The chill of the night air had rendered her pebbled nips turgid, her chest flushed 
from arousal. Without a thought, Adam’s hand cupped one of the bulbous protuberances, 
taking the pink tips into his mouth and suckling. 

Natalie’s body immediately went rigid, a violent shudder beginning in her 
hips and making its way through the rest of her body, a long moan escaping her lips as 
the burst of ecstasy flooded her mind. 

Adam could feel his groin grinding against hers, her legs pulling him ever 
closer as her hands ran through his hair while his mouth and hands worked upon her 
breasts. The voice in his head screaming about them being in public and very, very 
exposed was nearly drowned out as he switched from her left breast to her right, listening 
to her murmurs and mewls of contentment. Thankfully, he did have to come up for air 
once again and when he did, the burst of cold air allowed the gears of rational thinking 
to start once more, albeit slowly. Well enough that he managed to push aside the 
notion of a quickie here where they could easily be discovered. Still, she needed 
satisfaction, a kind of satisfaction he was uniquely equipped to give her. 

Placing one hand on either size of her massive bosom, he tried to focus his 
mind as best he could on giving her an orgasm, the kind of climax that would leave 
most other women a gibbering mess. Feeling the energy begin to form in the pit of his 
stomach, he couldn’t help but feel a little shocked at how quickly it erupted upwards 
and outwards, absorbing his chest and arms in its electric crackle. It came on with 
such an urgency that he wasn’t sure whether he was purposefully channeling it into 
Natalie or whether it was once again running wild, utterly out of his control. 

Adam had come to the belief that, for all practical purposes he had two distinct, 
individual powers, which would manifest themselves when he commanded it so. Still, 
those times they leapt out of his control they could do things he was not expecting, 
mixing together to form something more potent. 

Natalie’s fingernails clawed into his back, her mouth clamping down on his 
collarbone as she stifled a scream that would’ve assuredly blown their cover. Her 
body began thrashing against him as she rode the crest of sensation. She was always 
stunned by how powerful Adam could make her orgasms; they could jump from multiple 
blinding climaxes with machinegun quickness to, as now, one long indescribable burst 
of ecstasy that she felt from the tips of her toes to the end of every last strand of hair on 
her head. 

He had been in the midst of another bout of suckling upon her bosom when he 
felt his head pushed back suddenly. With her body wrapped around his, wracked in 
the crescendo of her release, he wasn’t able to really pull away and get a good look for 
himself but what he could feel was fantastic. Her breasts, already smashed firm against 
his chest expanded to fill up whatever extra space could’ ve possibly been left between 
them, swelling out to the sides, pushing his hands further and further out as he held on 
to their girth. 

He wasn’t even thinking of increasing the size of her bust but once again it had 
begun growing, his powers activating of their own volition. As her skin stretched and 
reformed into an even more impressive bust, Adam found himself silently wondering 
just how much bigger she would be when it was all said and done. 





Perhaps due to the situation around him, but he finally managed to 
remember exactly where he was and what he was doing. He had to strain 
to rein the energy back in, feeling it slowly trickle backwards from his 
fingers to his palm, to his wrist and back down his arms and away from her 
altogether. 

Natalie slumped against the hood of the car, her body still twitching 
occasionally. Disengaging her legs from him she began to curl up slightly 
when she felt her knees hit something. 

As the haze cleared from her mind, her eyes began to clear and 
focus, her arms pushing her up into a sitting position. She couldn’t stifle 
the gasp that escaped her lips when she felt her tits hit her hips as she got to 
a position where she was sitting up straight. Eyes widening, she began to 
reach her hands over her breasts, trying to gather their full new size in her 
mind. She’d barely been able to reach her nipples before, now; such a 
thing was completely out of the question. Her arms couldn’t clear the ends 
of her breasts, no matter how hard she stretched. She could actually feel 
the warm flesh of her new bosom all across her thighs. Whatever lap she 
had had at one point was gone, disappeared under her breasts. 

Turning her head upwards, she gave Adam a wry smile. The look 
on his face was so perfect, etched in shock and arousal, somewhere between 
being utterly flabbergasted and diving right back into her cleavage. 

“Wow.” Adam couldn’t resist, reaching one hand out to take one 
of her nipples in his hand. The pink nub was only a nub in relative size to 
her breasts now, the nipples standing distended and erect, what must’ve 
been a good two inches long. The pink circle that surrounded it was at 
least the size of a saucer now, probably larger if anything. She shivered as 
he began to twist and pull on her bare tips. 

“Don’t get me started again.” She smiled. “I just...” 

Her voice trailed off for a moment as her eyes glazed, her back 
arching, thrusting her overabundance towards him. The skin of her breasts 
felt stretched tight, too tight for comfort, as if there were far, far too much 
tissue inside to be contained. Yet, despite the discomfort, part of it still felt 
immensely pleasurable. Glancing downwards, her breasts began quivering 
in front of her as the sensation increased, until she felt like her bosom 
might actually burst. 

Suddenly, her breasts expanded one final time. Fattening further, 
their already stupendous girth increasing to an even more incredible size. 

Natalie let out a breath, staring down at herself in wonder. If they 
rose a bit higher, it wouldn’t have taken very much for her to rest her head 
on her breasts now. They utterly obscured her view of her legs, easily 
covering her entire lap with a significant portion of flesh to spare. Their 
size was such that when she began to try and wrap her arms around them, 
there was a good two feet of space between her fingertips, no matter what 
she tried. 


“Like I said...” She finished, sighing contentedly. “...I just came 
back down.” 

Adam couldn’t help but wonder what Natalie might’ ve looked like 
to someone without his own particular tastes. Her bosom was not just her 
most dominating feature, it was the only thing anyone would notice. There 
couldn’t have been another woman alive that looked anything close to 
this. She was actually larger than all but the most ridiculously oversized 
drawings of women he had on his computer. 

“Thank god for Madame Durand, huh?” Natalie smiled, beginning 
to try and fit herself back into her bra. There was so much tit flesh to mash 
and press, there always seemed to be more escaping from her grasp. It 
took two hands to even begin to fit one breast into acup. “Adam... a little 
help here?” 

“You sure you ll fit?” Adam asked, taking her left breast in one 
hand, and the corresponding cup of her bra in the other, beginning in a 
mildly futile effort to wrangle one into the other. 

Natalie shrugged. “We’ll find out in a moment.” 

It took a bit of teamwork, Adam holding a breast in place and 
Natalie pulling the cup over it for them to finally get her bosom under the 
bra’s control... sort of. Natalie’s most recent spate of growth meant that 
there was flesh spilling out of all sides of the bra, the straps pulled taut 
against her shoulders and back. Plucking one of the strings, she grimaced 
slightly. 

“Looks like I'll be putting in another order to Ms. Durand 
tomorrow.” Natalie chuckled, beginning to pull her cardigan closed. It 
became obvious that it would be impossible for her to do while sitting, so 
she pushed herself off the car’s hood, standing up straight. 

“Christ.” Adam smiled, standing aside her. “You’re so big... shit, 
you’re so big I don’t think I could get my arms around them.” 

Natalie looked at herself once more, realizing that he was correct. 
His fully extended arm didn’t extend as far as her bosom did, even with 
the minimizer on. They were from his view - at best - ridiculous. Their 
bulk would even be obvious to people walking behind her. 

The cardigan did its best to cover her up but - like the bra -was 
being tested to the limits of its fabric, which had been stretched tight over 
her body to begin with. Still, she’d managed to get it buttoned up, almost 
completely. The top two buttons were left undone, the fabric simply 
couldn’t stretch that far. Through the gap, the beginnings of two breasts 
the size of large beach balls could be seen. 

“You think anyone saw us?” Natalie did her best to make her hair 
look less disheveled, hoping the flush in her face would diminish by itself 
in the cool night air. 

“A cop’s not arresting us so I’m going to assume ‘no’.” He smiled, 
taking her hand. “You doing any better?” 








She nodded. “A lot. I don’t know what really happened but it was 
just like... I needed that so badly. Worse than anything I can remember. 
But I’m okay now, I can function.” 

“You want to head inside Oasis? We can go back if you’d like.” 

“No, we promised Katie and Damien. Anyway it’s dark enough in 
there that, if I choose a dark corner, I shouldn’t arouse too much attention.” 

Adam snickered, and she chuckled as well, hitting him in the arm. 

“You know, I can’t even be properly frustrated with you anymore 
now? I can’t even fold my arms underneath these things.” She laughed, 
beginning to attempt such a maneuver. Much to her surprise, with a little 
bit of working, she could actually fold her arms underneath their girth, 
lifting them up high upon her forearms. The only problem was not only 
the amount of flesh that spilled forwards, over her arms and hung invitingly 
in front of her, but that pushing her bosom up even further actually had 
them nearly touching her chin. 

Adam's face flickered with concern for a moment. “You sure you're 
okay? I mean, not just normally. I mean, with this?” 

Releasing her gargantuan mounds, letting them bounce and wobble, 
she mashed her breasts against his chest, enveloping him in a hug. Pressing 
a kiss to his cheek, she smiled. 

“Let’s go dance, okay?” 


= Fr” 


He couldn’t remember for the life of him when the last time he had 
heard “Owner of a Lonely Heart” but he was sure it didn’t sound like the 
bass heavy version that the DJ was spinning from his position in the booth. 

80’s Night at Oasis was invariably one of the best attended events 
at any bar in town, whether classes were in session at Morriston or not. 
This night proved no different, the basement of the bar, where 80’s night 
was always held was as packed as ever. The dance floor was alive and 
pulsing in the dim light as a carpet of inebriated youths moved to the music. 

Adam immediately wished he’d dressed lighter as they walked 
down the stairs. So many people in close proximity all dancing and exerting 
themselves and without any real ventilation meant the air was exceptionally 
humid and warm. 

“TD’s please.” The bouncer at the bottom of the stairs that evening 
was a young woman, a radio headset attached to one side of her face. Her 
eyes traced their way along Natalie’s body before a displeased frown 
formed. 

“Problem?” Natalie asked, raising en eyebrow as she proffered 
her ID. 

“Oh nothing. We just don’t usually get your type around here.” 
The bouncer said, scrutinizing Natalie’s ID under the blacklight flashlight. 

“My type?” 

“Yeah, whatever. Listen, you’re clear. Go on.” 


They took their IDs and as they passed by Natalie stopped next to 
the young woman. “I don’t think your boss would be too pleased with you 
insulting ‘my type’ of paying customer.” 

Sashaying back to link arms with Adam, Natalie smiled. “Think 
she flipped me off?” 

“Oh most definitely.” 

They laughed, walking to the bar, whereupon Adam took a stool 
and Natalie placed herself right upon his lap, smiling and placing a long 
kiss on his lips. 

“Thank you.” 

“For what?” He said, fumbling for his wallet. 

She grinned, kissing him again. “I don’t want to ruin this by saying 
anything cheesy, so just ‘thank you’.” 

“You’re welcome, I guess.” Adam chuckled, waving for the 
bartender. “I’m buying tonight. What would the lady like?” 

“Long Island Iced Tea in the biggest glass they have. I haven’t 
gotten hammered in way too long.” 

Luck actually worked in his favor that evening. The bartender 
was Tom - the boyfriend of Laura - one of the cavalcade of women he 
worked with at LatteLuck. They weren’t the closest of acquaintances, but 
when he came in Adam was always kind enough to give him a free drink 
or two for keeping the liquor flowing. When he could, Tom would return 
the favor. 

“Adam! How ya doing man!” Tom grinned, taking his hand in a 
firm handshake, relishing the short opportunity to ignore the rest of the 
noisy throng that was gathered at the bar. 

“Not bad, not bad. You?” 

“80’s night is always shit!” Tom laughed, forced to yell over the 
din of the music. He gestured to Natalie. “Who’s this?” 

“T m Natalie.” She smiled pleasantly, extending her hand. 

“Well, P’ m Tom and since my man Adam’s here with you, drinks 
are on the house tonight. What’ll you two have?” 

Adam placed their orders, watching Tom’s eyes. It wasn’t so dark 
that it was impossible to make out Natalie’s bustline and he’d never seen 
Tom’s eyes stray southwards for anything more than an innocent, fleeting 
second. 

“You know, he’s the first person not to stare at me since I came 
in.” She spoke directly into his ear. 

“Maybe he doesn’t care?” 

She chuckled. “I don’t think so. Watch.” 

Momentarily, Tom returned with their drinks, holding Natalie’s in 
one hand and Adam’s preferred mixture of spiced rum with soda in the 
other. 

“Anything else I can do for you all before I have to serve these 
other assholes?” Tom said with a grin. 








“Not really.” Natalie piped up before Adam could speak. Her face 
glinted with a mischievous smirk. “I’m a bit tired, is there anywhere 
comfortable to sit down here?” 

As she spoke, Natalie stretched, arching her back as best she could, 
her massive breasts heaving up out of her lap and into full prominence. 

The sharp noise of glass breaking caught all of their attention, as 
Tom suddenly realized he’d actually dropped Adam’s glass. His eyes were 
now the size of dinner plates and after the distraction of the broken glass, 
they returned once more to Natalie before finally tearing themselves away. 

“Oh... oh shit. Um... I think we have some cushions and stuff... 
over there.” Tom pointed to an corner that was nicely cushioned, large 
pillows forming an impromptu seating area. The warm light of a single 
lava lamp seemed to have induced sleep for the few people already sitting 
there. 

“Thanks.” Natalie giggled, relaxing, her breasts settling back down 
into her lap. Tom stared again for a long moment before finally walking 
away to remake Adam’s drink. 

“You’re going to hurt someone like that.” Adam shook his head, 
still laughing. 

“Oh come on. I can’t enjoy actually being able to cause a traffic 
accident?” 

They shared another laugh as Tom returned with Adam’s drink. 
His eyes visibly drifted down Natalie’s body now, taking in the full reality 
of the woman he saw in front of him. The look of sheer shock on Tom’s 
face was almost cartoonish. Prior to that evening, Adam didn’t think Tom 
really thought breasts of that size did or could possibly exist. 

Taking their drinks as Tom went to attend to other customers, Adam 
scanned the crowd for Damien and Katie. Problematically, Oasis was 
entirely asses and elbows that evening, even the small wedge of space 
they’d managed for themselves at the bar was growing smaller by the 
moment as more people flooded downstairs. It was barely midnight and 
everyone who was going to show up was arriving. Any more people and 
the bouncers would actually have to start turning away people at the stairs. 

“T can’t find Damien or Katie.” Adam sighed, sipping at his drink, 
feeling the warmth spread through his chest as he swallowed. “I think Pm 
going to try and find them.” 

“Through this? Good luck.” 

“You wanna come along?” 

Natalie rolled her eyes, half her mouth curling upwards. “Adam, 
there’s barely enough space for a string bean to make their way around in 
here. You think I’d be able to make my way through the crowd without 
creating a scene?” 

“You make a good point.” 


“Anyway, I wasn’t kidding when I said I’d like to sit down for a 
minute. I'd like to savor my drink. You go find them and save a space on 
your dance card for me.” 

The crowd reacted with a loud cheer as the opening beats of “The 
Pleasure Principle” began to thrum through the speakers. Drinks were 
upheld as small circles suddenly formed, kids exhibiting their best faux 
choreographed dance moves. With every chorus, a hundred voices rose 
up and sang along, filling the bar with sound. 

Natalie slid off his lap, kissing his cheek before sauntering off 
towards the cushioned sitting area. 

Quickly downing the rest of his drink, Adam began to work his 
way through the crowd, a tedious affair at best. Progress was made in fits 
and starts. Every time he managed to wedge himself in-between two people 
and make a few feet of distance, he’d be stopped and have to find his way 
around another knot of people. By the time the song switched, he’d barely 
made it halfway across the dance floor. 

Fortuitously, halfway was as far as he really needed. From where 
he stood he could see Katie atop a small platform, just above the dance 
floor itself. She was absolutely sandwiched between two men, doing the 
type of dancing that — while it had a beat - leant itself much more to lewdness 
than to actual dance. Still, she seemed to be enjoying herself a great deal, 
along with her new gifts, which she couldn’t seem to keep her hands off of 
entirely. Every minute or two, her hands would make their way back to 
her mammaries, alternating between a gentle massage and a much more 
aggressive mashing and manipulation of her chest. If his experience with 
Natalie had taught him anything, Katie was probably getting a lot more 
out of such actions than just the amorous looks her two male companions 
were giving her. 

Well, that’s one. Adam thought to himself, turning his attention 
away from her to search for Damien among the myriad faces. As he moved 
through the forest or moving arms and legs, he couldn’t help but find himself 
evaluating all the girls he passed by in terms of how busty they were (or 
weren’t) and how much bigger he could make them. Every girl he saw 
was “potential” now, the potential for things much “bigger”. 

But he could change them, now couldn’t he? A grin spread across 
his face as he continued making his way through the crowd. As if 
anticipating his own ideas, the tingling flushed down his arm, waiting for 
him to use it where he so pleased. 

To really increase size, he needed time, time to focus and to channel 
the energy into the vessel. Without that, all he could do were incremental 
increases in size and shape, something that probably wouldn’t be noticed 
until well after the person got home. 

The first girl had bright pink hair, dressed up like an authentic 
80’s era punk girl. His hand brushed hers for just a moment but he felt the 
energy jump from him to her and with a glance, he could tell she had 





gotten a small increase in her bust. Nothing exceptional but rather than just wearing a 
tight but comfortable shirt, a passerby could now make our small swells of flesh cresting 
over the tops of the cups. 

His second victim couldn’t have been an inch over five feet tall, her midriff 
exposed as she bobbed to the music. His fingers only brushed up against the exposed 
skin, but it was enough, he watched as her shirt suddenly puffed out, her hands beginning 
to tug at a bra strap that surely must’ve become rather suddenly tight. 

The third was a Amazon of a girl, head and shoulders over Adam’s head, clad 
in a mini-skirt and t-shirt with a rather obscene statement printed on the front. He felt 
their hands touch as she moved and for a moment, he froze as she jerked her hand 
away from him, whirling to face him. 

Thankfully, her face was kind and she smiled, batting him on the shoulder. 
“Hey! Be careful - you gave me a shock!” 

Adam smiled and apologized, wondering when she’d notice that the drooping 
udders she’d had previously were now sitting up, proud and firm on her chest, jutting 
out for all to see. 

Emboldened, Adam continued through the crowd, the grin on his face only 
getting bigger. It certainly seemed like he could all but get away with murder in this 
environment. No one would suspect a thing, and even if they did catch him, he seriously 
doubted anyone would be able to put two and two together and actually pin the “crime” 
on him. 

Out of the corner of his eye, he caught a great target. Young, bookish looking, 
she was the kind of pale that some guys would find attractive, freckles dotting her 
face. Underneath a pink and white t-shirt, she had two decidedly unimpressive breasts, 
lacking any real definition or size. For a moment, Adam planned his attack before 
making his way through the crowd to her, the energy beginning thrum in his arm, 

“Hey!” He called, seizing her arm from behind. The minute their hands touched 
he felt the energy flush into her, surging into her body and, most importantly, into her 
breasts, which immediately responded, swelling outwards against the shirt. 

She let out a yelp, turning to face him, at which point he immediately released 
his grip. 

“Oh god, I'm sorry, I thought you were someone else.” He held his hands up 
defensively. “My mistake.” 

He rubbed his wrist gingerly as she began to turn away. The whole experience for 
him had been a great deal different than he was expecting. Just as he was releasing his 
grip on her arm, what felt like an actual tangible and solid ball of energy had burst 
down his arm and into her. He’d never felt anything quite like it before, nothing with 
that same sensation. The energy had always been more like a current, more snakelike, 
and this was like it had condensed and all gone in one go. 

The sound of ripping fabric caught him unawares, and he spun back around to see 
the bookish looking girl blushing bright pink, her arms folded defensively over her 
chest. The frayed fibers of thread around the outside of her arms belied what she was 
trying so hard to hold back. Adam had to stifle stunned laughter, as she struggled 
through the crowd toward the bathrooms. It was like what had happened with Natalie 
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in the parking lot, a sort of time delay release of his abilities, waiting a 
short amount of time in the host before giving them a burst of bust 
enhancement. In the poor girl’s case, in the war between fabric and suddenly 
expanding breasts, the breasts had won. He couldn’t tell how much larger 
she’d become as she disappeared into the heaving mass of people, but it 
was most certainly enough. 

A few moments of searching later and he finally found Damien, leaning 
up against one of the walls. Adam could only see Damien’s back, but the 
hand in his hair and leg curled around his said enough. He waited patiently 
for them to disengage before walking over and tapping Damien on the 
shoulder. 

“Shit, Adam! What took you?” Damien said, turning his attention 
away from the woman he’d been kissing. She was typical of Damien’s 
choices in women, very slim, and probably very flexible as well. 

“We got tied up.” Adam half-lied, pointing towards Katie. “Hey, if you 
get a chance tell Jenna Jameson up there that me and Nat are here so if 
you'd like to share a drink, we’ll be over by the sitting area.” 

“Mind if I join you?” 

Adam felt his shoulders seize and his back clench. He knew the voice 
but still, he had to turn around and see for himself to let the reality sink in. 

Garnet. 

He felt all the confidence he’d been feeling suddenly disappear as he 
looked at the beauty in front of him. Not only did she know about his 
powers but the terms which they’d parted on had left him wishing he could 
avoid her for a good long time. At least until he could articulate things ina 
manner that he found appropriate and safe. But she stood in front of him 
anyway, no more than a foot away from him. Moreover, as immensely 
satisfying and erotic as he found Natalie, there was a imposing air of 
sexuality that Garnet had. While Natalie was more submissive, Garnet 
was aggressive... the kind of person who took, rather than gave. 

“T said, mind if I share that drink with you?” Garnet repeated, smiling 
sweetly. Her brown eyes seemed to flicker with light as one of the strobe 
lights hanging from the ceiling caught them intermittently. 

Despite his powers, despite his abilities, Adam wished he still had 
something more. Telepathy, extreme human empathy, woman’s intuition - 
anything that would allow him to know just what she was planning. He’d 
never seen Garnet be outright mean to anyone, but she was intelligent, and 
something had to have been going on behind her eyes. 

“What're you doing here?” He wanted it to sound controlled, cool and 
calm but his voice betrayed him. 

“You know everyone from the store comes to Oasis for 80’s night Adam. 
Now c’mon, let me share that drink with you.” She placed her hand on his 
shoulder gently but her fingers pressed into his flesh as she did. “Oh, hello 
Damien. Haven’t seen you in a while.” 


Adam looked at Damien with a panicked, “Help Me!” expression on 
his face. No matter what he tried to silently communicate though, it didn’t 
seem to click for Damien. 

“Oh hey Garnet. Hey, Damien, P1 tell Katie and we can meet you and 
Natalie in afew.” Damien nodded, taking his companion by hand, dragging 
her off intro the crowd. 

Adam focused hard. All he really had to do was not do anything. It 
certainly wasn't his fault that he had given Garnet that orgasm. But she 
had wanted more, more which Adam wasn't entirely comfortable in giving, 
at least not yet. 

“We going to go and get that drink?” She purred in his ear, pressing 
closer to his side. The thin material of the button-up shirt she was wearing 
seemed utterly nonexistent as she did and he could quite easily make out 
the whole of her bosom as it pressed against his arm. 

“Listen, Garnet... I don’t...” 

“Adam,” She tut-tutted him, pulling away. “I’m asking you to 
share a drink with a friend. Really, don’t you trust me? Anyway, I want to 
meet this ‘girlfriend’ of yours.” 

She had a point. Save for showing interest in his powers, she 
hadn’t done anything malicious or cruel. She hadn’t revealed his secret 
either and if she was willing to do that much for him, why begrudge her 
anything. 

Still, there was something in the way she said “girlfriend” that 
stuck with him. Her voice had an inflection of almost skepticism, as if she 
was discounting Natalie’s very existence, much less her capability as a 
“girlfriend”. 

They turned towards the bar, Garnet slipping her arm in Adam’s. 
He wanted to respond with a grunt, some sort of noise of disapproval but 
kept walking. If Garnet thought she could simply wink at him and earn his 
affection, she was in for a surprise of her own. 

“So, you’ve never told me what this girl is really like.” Garnet 
said as they ordered new drinks. 

“She’s nice.” 

“Just ‘nice’ ?” 

“Well, you're about to meet her. You’ll find out what she’s like 
soon enough anyway.” 

“Fair enough. Where is she?” 

Adam searched the cushioned seating area where she had gone to 
sit. Finding her in the dim light through the throngs was difficult, but after 
a few moments, he pointed her out to Garnet. 

When Garnet crinkled her nose slightly, Adam chuckled. Sitting 
in a beanbag chair, her knees pulled up, Natalie looked very, very pregnant. 
As if she was about ready to have four healthy quadruplets. Staring at her 








again, he felt that same dumbfounded feeling she’d been giving him ever 
since she met him. 

“Uh... is she...” Garnet began. 

“Don’t worry, I’ ll introduce you.” Adam said, ignoring the question 
and pulling her over towards Natalie. 

To her surprise, once she had sat down Natalie hadn’t attracted 
any attention whatsoever. She’d assumed that she’d have to hire a 
bodyguard to keep the suitors away but no one was paying her even the 
slightest attention and upon looking at her outsized bosom resting in her 
lap, she could understand why. Her breasts were so large they probably 
looked as much like a very fat stomach to most in this dim light. She had 
allowed herself another moment of mischief, causing one poor young boy 
to walk into one of the bouncers when she again arched her back and 
stretched, jutting her jiggling mass out and gloriously forwards. The poor 
kid looked like he’d seen a ghost. 

Stifling a yawn, she took another sip of her drink. It was prudent 
to hide herself, but part of her ached to make her way onto the dance floor 
and make an absolute scene. It wasn’t any doubt that she had the largest 
bust here, but even with their immense size, she’d have bet that she owned 
the most aesthetically appealing pair as well. She was the sexiest woman 
there by a long shot, and not being able to fully exhibit that was a little 
frustrating. She wasn’t a huge “party girl” but every now and then, everyone 
just needs to let loose a little. 

“Natalie!” 

She looked up upon hearing Adam’s voice, and smiled. Her brow 
knitted a bit when she saw the attractive young woman with raven-black 
hair that was standing a little too close to him for her comfort. As prepared 
as she was to fend off boys, she was equally prepared to annihilate anyone 
who tried to squeeze between her and Adam. 

“Natalie, this is Garnet, I work with her at LatteLuck.” Adam 
smiled. Garnet still seemed a little surprised by his apparent choice in 
women. He couldn’t wait for Natalie to stand up. 

“Nice to meet you.” Garnet said, offering her hand. 

Adam grinned as Natalie set her drink down, patted down her 
clothes and stood up. As she did, the bulge of flesh in her lap suddenly 
sprung upwards, no longer her stomach, morphing into something much, 
much more impressive. 

Garnet’s hand and jaw dropped. Disengaging himself from her, 
Adam moved to Natalie’s side, kissing her gently on the cheek. 

“Holy... are those...” Garnet seemed to be having a fairly difficult 
time coming to grips with what she was looking at. 

“They are.” Natalie smiled. “The only not-natural thing is the bra 
that’s holding them.” 

Garnet gaped for another long moment before speaking again. “I 
thought you were pregnant or fat or something!” 


“Well, Pm sure a lot of it is fat.” Natalie laughed. The look on 
this girl’s face was absolutely priceless. Natalie knew she’d had her eyes 
on Adam just from the way she was holding his arm but now she had to 
know she stood no chance. 

“But how?!” 

Adam cleared his throat. “Well, remember that day... at the 
store...” 

“What day at the store?” Adam felt himself blush the moment he 
heard Natalie’s voice pipe up. He still hadn’t told her about that day at the 
store. 

“Well... one day at work I kind of gave her... y’ know.” 

“He made me cum harder than Id ever cum before.” Garnet said 
flatly, still looking shocked but recovered enough to speak, apparently. 

“Yeah.” Adam finished, running a hand through his hair, 
embarrassed. 

“So she knows... about your... powers?” Natalie glanced from 
Garnet to Adam and back. She still didn’t trust this girl. This Garnet had 
an agenda, without a doubt. 

“Well, Garnet knows about the sexual side.” Adam met Garnets 
eyes, before dropping his down, towards Natalie’s chest. It took a moment 
before Garnet followed his lead, and did a double take. 

“Wait, wait, wait! You did that?!?! To her!!? You made her that 
huge?!?” 

Adam nodded. 

“Oh wow.” Garnet said, eyes wide. “Wow... wow. That’s 
unbelievable. I mean, the orgasm was... but... you can change breasts 
too?” 

“Only bigger.” Adam said with a shrug. “Never smaller, for some 
reason.” 

“Well that’s great.” Garnet smiled, looking over Natalie once more. 
Her eyes moved more slowly this time, as if she wasn’t admiring as much 
as evaluating. 

“It's great?” Natalie began to try and fold her arms defensively 
over herself, stopping when she realized the futility. 

“Well yeah. Because I want him to do all that to me.” 


TRE END 





